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Summary: At night, Jack Frost is cursed to become a cat, able to wander the streets alone. When he meets another who can also change, one he's been told is his enemy all his immortal life, he begins to question The Man in The Moon's motives. Dark secrets about his past come to light, as everything he knew changes. T for: Mild violence, implied M/M relationship





	1. Wandering

I'd gotten used to it over the years, and barely even noticed it anymore when it finally did happen: I went to sleep, human and normal, and woke up as a cat, unable to speak or tell anyone who I was, only able to wander around, wasting the long hours away until the moon left the sky, and I became human again.

Not that anyone knew who I was when I was in my human form: I don't think I mentioned this before, but my name is Jack Frost.

Yeah, that famous "Nippin' at your nose" guy from that annoying cartoon they run around Christmastime every year. I've always hated that stupid thing: it doesn't come close to describing me. I don't know who's responsible for it, but I'd like to knock them in the nose for it. It's seriously embarrassing to see it on tv every year, again and again.

But yeah...that's me. I'm three hundred and five years old, and look about seventeen. In my human form, I'm a white haired teen, very thin and lanky, nothing too seriously memorable or interesting to look at. Not that anyone can see me then: it's kinda par for the course, but only very young children who believe in anything told to them can see me, while adults and older children only feel my cold breeze as I pass them by. To them, I'm nothing but a saying to explain cold drafts, or frost on the window panes.

The only time I can be seen by all is ironicly the times I can't speak, or interact normally: as part of this...curse, spell...whatever you wish to call it... I'm only seen as a cat. Unable to speak or let people know who I am, as a cat I'm free to roam, and can go where I please, as I please. No one notices a cat anymore: they feed me at the pizza parlour, and pet me at the library. The nurses at the hospital rub me, and give me treats on their smoke breaks at midnight, and Elenore, the old woman who lives in number 14, considers me a sort of pet.

It's not a bad life: I'm talked to, I'm well fed, not that I really need to eat, and I'm around people. But it's a lonely life as well, full of long night hours, and even longer daylight hours. In someways, being human was the worse parts of the deal, as I was unable to do much. In my spirit form, I couldn't interact with much: it just phased through me when I tried to touch it, like I was nothing but morning dew. The only things I could have full contact with were cold things, or things with ice in them. I didn't know why: I tried not to think about it, because all it did was make things even more confusing, and I didn't need that crap in my life right now.

It did let me watch people go about their lives: I'd be a terrific gossip if I could talk to people. I knew nearly everything going on in Burgess, good or bad. From affairs to late homework, and every crazy thing in between, I heard about it as both a cat and man. It kept things interesting.

But you can't live on gossip and treats alone, and the crushing loneliness got to me bad. Some nights I could ignore it, but it got harder and harder with each passing year.

Something needed to change.

Something needed to change soon.


	2. de Lune

The moon was high, but it seemed to like doing that: even when it waxed to only a sliver of a smile in the sky, it rode above the clouds, and mocked me. Sometimes I'd sit and look at the moon, and wonder what it was like there: there were nursery tales about "The Man in The Moon" even when I was little, and I knew, somehow, they were true. I don't know if that voice was his, that long ago voice on that night so many years ago. I liked to think it was.

He was up there, looking down on the world, on me...and he ignored me. I mean, no, please, bring me back from death, make me invisible, but oh yes, make sure I can be seen as a cat, a stray my mother shooed away from the door on the day news of my death was delivered, a stray my sister threw a rock at when I tried rubbing her leg as she cried on the bank of the pond. A stray..chased from the village square, and yelled at.

Thank you for that, Moon: eternally grateful.

The nights were calmer than the days: the streets were dark, and traffic slow to non existant, the windows dark but for the odd night owl, or college student.

The man on Green Street, twenty, stubbled, and nervous, was writing a book: after tossing and turning, most nights he'd get up, typing in a frenzy on his keyboard, eyes bloodshot and bulging, desperate to get the fleeting ideas on page before they left his mind, lost forever to the abyss. He played music as he typed at these hours, always the same thing, over and over: Clair de Lune, Dubbusy. Over and over...the soft lilting piano somehow making sense of the chaotic words in his mind seeking exit onto the page. I don't know if it worked: Backspace was hit more often then save, and never once did he allow someone to read his work, claiming it was "Just nothing, ignore it" if interest was shown over it by friends.

I like to think he had the beginnings of some new, great story, and someday his picture would look back at me from the window of Bookstop, the large bookstore downtown, gracing a bestseller.

Maybe..maybe not. I often made these stories up to keep myself sane in the long hours. Perhaps he had nothing more than the scribblings of an idiot, cliched nonsense not worth reading.

Perhaps..and perhaps not. I'd never know.

The park is nice at night, quiet and cool. I like to sit under the trees on the bank, and watch the moon's reflection ripple across the water. An odd swan swims by, distubing the sleek waters with silver dashes, the light glinting off their white feathers. It's a romantic sounding idea, but I don't think the swans give a damn if anyone sees them: they haven't got two brain cells to rub together, from they way they act.

The tree branches rustled together in the breeze, and you could almost make out a song if you tried, a tune for deaf ears, so to speak. If that made sense. It was something my mother used to say, referring to the "song" of rushing water, and children's laughter: a song for deaf ears. Maybe she meant something like spirits, or faeries. It was something to think about, anyway.

The only solace I had was the other cat, a jet black one with piercing eyes the colour of sleet. It sat next to me, and watched the swans for hours, not stirring. It was just a cat, but its presence calmed me: just the fact another living creature noticed me, and bothered to interact, even if limitedly, was a godsend. It's eyes were odd: black cats usually had piercing green eyes.

He sometimes curled up next to me, dozing in the moonlight. It was cute, asleep: like a small kitten, its tail curled along its nose.

I didn't know where it went after the night began to fade: it always skittered back to the shadows before dawn, with a flick of its tail. I'd leave before dawn as well, back to the forest clearing I left my clothes in.

Even if no one could see me, I wasn't really fond of running around starkers, flashing my bits to god and the world. Not that many could see me...but still, decent clothing was better than running nude like some wild child.

The few kids who could see me made my life worth living: the small kids who waved from snow angels, the odd older child who saw me, but said nothing, knowing something magical was happening, and that to speak would break it forever.

Those small moments, so very precious to me. I wouldn't trade them for the world.


End file.
